CHAPTER XVI

DARK  PROBLEMS

" About her middle round
A cry of hell-hounds never ceasing barked. . . .
Nor uglier follow the night-hag when, called
In secret, riding through the air she comes,
Lured by the smell of infant blood, to dance
With Lapland witches, while the labouring moon
Eclipses at their charms."

Chicago', April) 1932.

I COULD fill this book, and indeed a much larger
one than this, with stories I have heard or read,
and, to a lesser extent, with the description of
scenes and events I have myself witnessed which,
taken in their totality, would constitute a damning
indictment of American civilization; hunger and
misery, violence and cruelty, rampant bribery,
corrupt justice, cheating and hypocrisy, oppressions
and suppressions, ruthless exploitation and shame-
less malfeasance, luxury gone mad and vice in
outrageous forms. Doubtless some such picture
could be painted in many another " civilized "
country. But would the shadows anywhere else
stand in so sharp a contrast to the high lights ?

I have met with many Americans who seem
obsessed by these things and can talk of little